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realised how much we owed to the skill at the plane's control. Had
Riiser-Larsen and Dietrichson not held a true course through those
two hours of fog, we should probably have never come back.
We moored the seaplane in a little cave and then threw our-
selves down on a flat rock, faces up to the sun. How good it was
to feel the solid land again! Here there was not even danger of
snow blindness. It was a different land than the one we left—not
buried under snow now. Little auks and gulls screamed above our
heads, in the fjords eider-duck and geese were mating, the sunshine
lay warm on greening moss and tundra.
Where were we? We took an observation by sextant which indi-
cated that we were on the latitude of Spitsbergen, at any rate. To
find our true position we should have to wait three hours, for an
intersection line. While we lay on our rock, eating chocolate and
oat biscuits, somebody yelled: "A boat!"
From behind a near-by point had appeared a little sailing vessel,
heading out to sea. We shouted and waved our flag, but they did
not see us, being engrossed, as we learned later, hi the pursuit of a
wounded walrus. We still had a modicum of petrol, so we all piled
into the plane and taxied after them. They soon discovered us,
abandoned their walrus, and received us with every manifestation
of joy.
Everybody was looking for us, they informed us—Norwegian
government planes out of Kings Bay, Soviet ice-ships farther east.
They themselves had kept a look-out. We were now, they informed
us, near North Cape, on that major island of the Spitsbergen group
called North East Land—one hundred miles east of Kings Bay.
Their sealing trip was over, and they were on their way back to
Kings Bay, so we need only stay aboard.
We tried first to tow the N 25, but there was too much head-
wind and we beached her safely in a bay at North Cape. The tiny
sealer was slow and took three days to reach Kings Bay, but we
did not care. First we shaved and had the luxury of baths, even
though they were baths out of pails. Then into clean, dry dungarees
lent us by the sailors, and then into bunks to sleep, sleep, sleep!
During the whole three days we woke up only to devour delicious
seal steaks, smothered in onions, and omelets made from the eggs
of the eider-duck. And coffee—how good it tasted again!

